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The Ladys Lamentation 
FOR 
Who lies under CONDEMNATION. 


Tae, of che Dake of SS. 


On the fatal Trial's ended. 
4 Condemnation now is paſt, 
And with Sorrows he attended, 
Has receiv d his doon at faſt , 
Oh! the diſmal day is comiag 
Which will b:eak my tender Heatt, 
Life alaſs will be a burthen : 
When Sit 70% and 1. do part. 
On! what Torments now poſſcſs me: 
What enraping pains | feel, 1 
Oh! . thougli:s moleſt me. 
Nothing ean my Anguiſh heal. 
Down my Checks toit tears are flowing. 
Tricklirig from my water y Eye, 
Since my deareſt, dear is going, 
For his great offence to dye. 
You tht hear my tender paſſion, 
ox of pity ſhed a Tear, 
Aud deplore my wretched ſtation, 
For alaſs, I looſe my Der. 
Magy years we liv d togdther, 
Very lovingly and kind, 5 
Now he goes the Lord knows whether, 


- 


And will leave poor me behind. 
Dk was ever wretches ſortune 
_ Sp&{eplorable as fine, 

* As my dear Sir Jobs ia thi 

Now I rave and am perplexed, 
Pity my unhappy ſtare, | 
Fer my Heart wirhin is vexcd, 
For Sir Jobs's untirtiely fate. 
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Priated for Charles Barnet, 1697. 


SM The fad Day of Fxecutior, 
mo Ciſmally do dread, 
What deſtructious and conſulion, 

Pills alaſs my troubl'd Head, 
Ob., ic rends my Heart to peaces, 


When I rhink upon that Day, 


Which will bei cave me of my bleſſes, 


Ay taking of my Dear au ay. 


Curſe on that unhappy Minute, 
By Wheathe hor d Plot was laid, 


And he that c my Hus band in't, 


May he be with Death repaid, 


Death and Vengeance may purſue hir, 
Bring him to a Timeleſs Grave, 

Prove the wret ches fatal ruin, 

And no piiy let him has © 


Lime can ne ver ture my Argaiſh, 


Time can never eaſe my ſmart, 
all ever ly ard lang nith, 
Till with Grief 1 break my Heart, 
Gentle Death, come now and eaſe me, 
Oh ! come cloſe Ey watery Eye. 
Nothing but your dart can pleaſe me : 
Since my dear Sir Joha muſt dye. 


Now ſarewel ali worldly Treaſures, 


g The ſweet Joys of hamane life 


Farewel all the fading pleaſure: 

Oh ! Im overwhelm d with Gris 

Deum my Cheeks ſoft Tears are flowing : 3 
Trickling from my watery Eye 

Since wy deareſt Dear is goine 

For his great Offence to dye. 
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